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ELLIS PARK 

Little park that I pass through, 

I carry off a piece of you 

Every morning hurrying down 

To my work-day in the town; 

Carry you for country there 

To make the city ways more fair. 

I take your trees, 

And your breeze, 

Your greenness, 

Your cleanness, 

Some of your shade, some of your sky, 

Some of your calm as I go by; 

Your flowers to trim 

The pavements grim; 

Your space for room in the jostled street 

And grass for carpet to my feet. 

Your fountains take and sweet bird calls 

To sing me from my office walls. 

All that I can see 

I carry off with me. 

But you never miss my theft, 

So much treasure you have left. 

As I find you, fresh at morning, 

So I find you, home returning — 

Nothing lacking from your grace. 

All your riches wait in place 

[159] 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

For me to borrow 
On the morrow. 

Do you hear this praise of you, 
Little park that I pass through? 

Helen Hoyt. 



TREES 

I think that I shall never see 
A poem lovely as a tree. 

A tree whose hungry mouth is prest 
Against the earth's sweet flowing breast; 

A tree that looks at God all day, 
And lifts her leafy arms to pray; 

A tree that may in Summer wear 
A nest of robins in her hair; 

Upon whose bosom snow has lain; 
Who intimately lives with rain. 

Poems are made by fools like me, 
But only God can make a tree. 

Joyce Kilmer 
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